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Backstage 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first attempt at writing. Between Jocke's attention to Chris at my first concerts and a picture in 
the photo thread, well my plot bunnies won't stop bugging me. | accept all lashing with wet noodles for how bad 


this is. The band, Jocke and Chris aren't mine, | make no money off this and | mean no harm. 


I've always been prone to stage fright. Why | got into music for a career, I'll never know. But the alcohol no 
longer is working. I'm shaking hard enough | can barely play. I've forgotten the lyrics to Panzer Battalion again. 
Jocke looks at me, great. He and Par will kick me out of the band tonight. 


| walk backstage. Jocke is waiting for me. | know this will be the last time | see him. | drop my head in shame. 


"Chris, what the fuck is going on?" Jocke demands of me. | can do little more than shake my head while staring 


at the floor. 


"Chris, seriously." he starts, then grabs my chin to try to force me to look at him. For a second, | see worry 


in his eyes, then | immediately drop my gaze down. The worry does me in and tears start. | try desperately to 


blink them back. 


"Come on, we'll talk at the hotel" Jocke sighs as he grabs my hand and starts dragging me off. | hurry to keep 
up, less he actually drags me. This has to be a night we have a hotel, we've got 24 hours off and Jocke is 
apparently going to force this discussion 


